26                  MY CHILDHOOD

Grandfather jumped up on the step, dragged me
down, and stared at me as if he now saw me for the
first time.

"Who put you on the stove?   Your mother?"

"I got up there by myself."

"You are lying!"

"No I'm not. I did get up there by myself. I was
frightened."

He pushed me away from him, lightly striking me
on the head with the palm of his hand.

"Just like your father!    Get out of my sight!"

And I was only too glad to run out of the kitchen.

I was very well aware that grandfather's shrewd,
sharp green eyes followed me everywhere, and I was
afraid of him. I remember how I always wished to
hide myself from that fierce glance. It seemed to me
that grandfather was malevolent; he spoke to every one
mockingly and offensively, and, being provocative, did
his best to put every one else out of temper.

"Ugh!    Ton!" he exclaimed frequently.

The long-drawn-out sound "tl-gh!" always reminds
me of a sensation of misery and chill. In the recrea-
tion hour, the time for evening tea, when he, my uncles
and the workmen came into the kitchen from the work-
shop weary, with their hands stained with santaliney are."
